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DIGGON DAV FT and COLIN CLOUT. 


PENEATH an Hawthorn's Buſh, ſecreted 

El TA 

The Herdſman Dio doleful ply'd his 
Spade ; 

The deep'ning Grave conceal'd him to the Head, 

Near him his Cow, his fav'rite Cow, lay dead: 


When 


L493; 
When o'er the neighb'ring Stile a Shepherd came, 
The Herdſman's Friend, and CoLiN was his Name: 
Touch'd with the Sight, the kind and guileleſs Swain 
Sigh'd, ſhook his Head, and thus expreſs'd his Pain. 


COLIN. 
How ! Mally gone! — the ſad Miſchance I rue ! 
Ah! wretched Dic66oN, but more wretched Sus ! 


DIGGOVN. 


How could I hope, where ſuch Contagion reigns, 
Where one wide Ruin ſweeps the deſart Plains, 


Where ev'ry Gale contains the Seeds of Death, 
That D16G0N's Kine ſhould draw untainted Breath ? 
Van Hope, alas! if ſuch my Heart had known, 
Since Mull 8 gone, the laſt of all my own. | 
No more ſhall Susan ſkim the milky Stream; 
No more the Cheeſe-curd preſs, or churn the Cream; 
No more the Dairy ſhall my Steps invite, 
So late the Source of Plenty and Delight: 
Thither no more, with Susaw, ſhall I ſtray, 
Nor from her cleanly Hands receive the Whey. 


[51] 
Sad Plight is ours, nor ours alone, for all 
Mourn the ſtill Meadow, and deſerted Stall. 
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But "I you, 'DidGoN, all thoſe Methods ay, 
By book-learn'd Dottors taught, when Cattle * d 
Or, tho no Doctors Remedies prevail. 
Does the 3 TOR _ Tar-Water fail? | 
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Each Art I try'd, did all chat Mari o duo; 
Med' cines I gave; He Poiſom Med cines ſle v: 
he Biſhop's Drink, which ſnatch'd me from the Grave. 
Giv'n to my Cow, forgot its Pow?rito five: PRE 
The dire Diſcaſe increas d by ſxiſt Degrees): 

Till Death freed Maly, Death] which all n free 
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I wou'd not, DroGon, now your Guat 1 renew, 
Yet wiſh to hear her Sickneſs trace'd by You ; 
How firſt it ſeiz d her, and hat Change its Rage 
Relentleſs wrought in each ſucceſſive Sagt h b 
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DIGGON. 
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Dejected firſt, ſhe hung her YE Head; 
Refus'd her Meat, and from her Paſture fled ; 
Then, dead and languid ſcem'd her plaintive Eye; 
Her Breath grew noiſome, and her Udder dry. = 
Erſt ſweet that Breath as Morning Gales in Alan, 


And full that Udder as of Light the Day. - . 


Scorch'd with perpetual Thirſt, ſhort Sighs ſhe drew, 
Furr'd was her Tongue, and to her Mouth it grew : 
Her burning Noftriles/puwd Nheums diſtill'd, 
And Death's ſtrong Agonies her Bowels fill'd : 

Each Limb contracted, and a Groan each Breath; 


| Loſt Eaſe I wiſhd her, and it came in Death::— _. 


Caſt out infected, and abhorr'd by all; 

See how the Uſeful, and the Beauteous fall“ 
Not ev'n her Skin, when living, ſleek and red, 
Can ought avail me, co LIN, now ſhe's dead. 


COLIN. 


May Heav'n, relenting, happier Days ite; 
Suſpend the Rod, and ſmile away our Wo! 
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But, if in Juſtice for our Crimes we ſmart, 
If with Affliction Heav'n corredts the Heart, 
Lis ours ſubmiſſive to receive the Stroke, 
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Hard is the Taſk from Murmurs to refrain ; 
Ev'n Bleſſings paſt increaſe the preſent Pain. 
Once, in theſe Vales my lowing Herds were fed, 
My Table Plenty crown'd, and Peace my Bed; 
My jocund Pipe then tuned to am'rous * 
A Kiſs repaid me for a Lover's Praiſe. ' = 
Pleſs'd Times, farewel! no more thoſe Herds PF 
No more my Table is with Plenty crown'd ; 
No more my Bed the Sleep of Peace beſtows ; 
No more my jocund Strain melodious flows; 
A Lover's Praiſe a Kiſs rewards no more; 
Joy ſpreads his wanton Wings, and leaves the Shore. 
Pale Want remains, "oi all her meagre Train, 
And only Sighs are echoed o'er the Plain. 
Far hence I Il fly, this ruſtic Garb forego, 
And march in Red, a Soldier, to the Foe : 
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The French, whoſe: Boſoms Papiſſ Plots conceal, 
My Hand, made heavy by Diſtreſs, ſhall feel. 
On Flanders Plains TIL doſe domeſtick Care, 
Deſp'rate thro' Want, and mighty thro' Deſpair. 
And there, if Heav'n at length my Labours crown, 
I'll ew falſe Prenden, and by Longs: Renown. 


SUSAN, firewel!— 
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The * * Maſtiff ſcours witli headlong Speed: 


See how my Flock i wild. Contunon flies— 
*Shigs— if J catch hini-— by this Hand he dies. 
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